
        
            
                
            
        

    


The ABDL Babysitter’s Revenge: Mommy’s New Baby Daddy




ABDL Babysitter Domination, Forced Regression & Diaper Discipline




Introduction to The ABDL Babysitter’s Revenge: Mommy’s New Baby Daddy










Jason Pierce had always been the one in control. A powerful businessman, a dominant force in every aspect of his life—until one mistake shattered his authority forever.










It started with a careless moment. A single slip. A secret desire exposed.










Mia, his son’s sweet and obedient babysitter, wasn’t supposed to see. She wasn’t supposed to know what kind of fantasies Jason hid behind his confident, polished exterior. But she did. And once she had a glimpse of his deepest, most humiliating secret, there was no going back.










Now, Mia isn’t just the babysitter anymore. She’s

 

Mommy


 
.










She holds the power, and Jason? He’s no longer the man of the house. He’s

 

her baby now


 
.










Diapered. Obedient. Helpless.










Under Mia’s strict, loving, and utterly merciless care, Jason is stripped of his independence, his dignity, and his manhood—one humiliating step at a time. Spankings, diaper discipline, pacifier training, and bedtime rules become his new reality, with no escape in sight.










The once-dominant businessman is about to learn what it truly means to be

 

Mommy’s good little boy


 
.











Because when the babysitter takes charge… Daddy doesn’t get to be a grown-up anymore.












📖 This Story Contains


 :








🍼

 

ABDL Babysitter Dominatio


 
n – A babysitter takes control and turns Daddy into her helpless baby

 .




 

🔥 Diaper Punishment & Humiliati


 
on – Spankings, public wetting, and strict diaper trainin

 g
.



 

🔗 Femdom Power P


 
lay – A manipulative babysitter breaking a powerful man into submissi

 o
n.

 



💋 Sissy Training & Regres


 
sion – Strapon training, bedtime rules, and pacifier depende

 n
cy

 

.

🎀 Total Loss of Co


 
ntrol – Forced babyhood, obedience training, and deep psychological brea

 k
ing

 

.

⚠️ Trigger War


 
n

 

ing: This story features extreme ABDL themes, humiliation, forced dependency, and intense power exch


 ange.







Chapter 1: The First Hint of Control










Jason Pierce had always been

 

the man in charge.


 
Wealthy, powerful, confident—

 

a self-made businessman who never took orders from anyone.


 
At home, he expected the same level of

 

control and authority


 
that he held in the office.










That was why

 

hiring a babysitter


 
for his five-year-old son had been a necessity, not a luxury. His wife, Rebecca, traveled frequently for work, and Jason wasn’t about to waste his

 

precious time


 
tending to bath time and bedtime stories.











That’s where Mia came in.











At

 

twenty-three


 
, Mia was the picture of

 

sweet innocence


 
—or so Jason had thought. She was

 

young, pretty, soft-spoken, and seemingly obedient


 
. She had come highly recommended, with a degree in

 

early childhood education


 
and a

 

knack for handling children.











At first, he had barely noticed her.










She arrived in the evenings, took care of his son, then left

 

before he ever gave her a second thought.


 
She was

 

a shadow in his home


 
, a necessity that kept his life

 

orderly and uninterrupted.











Until

 

one night, everything changed.
















It started with a mistake.











Jason had always been careful about

 

his private interests.


 
Late at night, when his son was asleep and the house was quiet, he indulged in

 

certain fantasies


 
—ones he could never share with his wife.










Fantasies of

 

humiliation.











Fantasies of

 

control being taken away.











Fantasies of

 

thick, crinkling padding between his legs, of being stripped of his power, forced into something small, something pathetic.











And that night, after a few glasses of whiskey, he had

 

gotten careless.











He had been watching a video—something dark, something

 

taboo


 
—when Mia had walked into the living room

 

without knocking.











The moment her

 

soft voice


 
reached his ears—"

 

Mr. Pierce? I finished tidying up—


 
"—Jason had

 

slammed his laptop shut, his entire body stiffening in pure, unfiltered panic.











Mia had

 

paused


 
, her brown eyes flicking between his

 

wide-eyed, guilty expression


 
and the laptop. Her lips had

 

curled slightly


 
, a knowing gleam flashing across her face.










"

 

Oh,


 
" she had murmured.










And just like that, Jason had known.










She had

 

seen something.











Maybe

 

not everything,


 
but

 

enough.











Jason had

 

tried to play it off.


 
He had barked at her to

 

knock before entering


 
, told her to

 

finish her job and go home


 
. But when she had turned away, he had caught it—

 

the smirk.












The knowing smirk that said she had discovered something dangerous.











Jason had spent the rest of the night

 

uneasy


 
, his body still on edge, his mind replaying the way Mia had looked at him.

 

As if she knew something about him that no one else did.











It was

 

a mistake.











One he would

 

pay for.
















The Next Test











After that night, Jason started

 

noticing things.











Mia had always been

 

polite, professional, and distant


 
—but now, there was a shift. A subtle

 

change in the air


 
whenever she was near him.










It started with

 

small comments


 
.










One evening, as she wiped down the kitchen counter, she glanced at Jason with

 

a lazy smile.











"You work too much, Mr. Pierce," she mused. "Someone should take care of you for a change."










Jason had

 

stiffened


 
, his grip on his coffee mug tightening. The way she had said it,

 

the softness of her tone


 
, sent

 

a hot wave of something unnameable crawling up his spine.











Then came the

 

objects.











A

 

baby bottle left on the counter.











A

 

small stack of diapers “accidentally” left out in the laundry room.











A

 

pacifier sitting beside his whiskey glass.











Every time, Mia would

 

play innocent.











"Oh, sorry," she would say with a

 

knowing smirk


 
, her eyes

 

daring him to react.











Jason had told himself he was

 

imagining things.











That she wasn’t

 

doing this on purpose.











That he was still

 

in control.











But then came

 

the night that changed everything.
















The Confrontation











It had been

 

a long day at work.











Jason had come home, poured himself

 

a stiff drink


 
, and sank into the couch, exhausted. The house was quiet—

 

his son already asleep, Mia finishing up her cleaning.











He barely noticed when she walked into the living room.










"Rough night?" she asked, her voice

 

soft, almost teasing.











Jason exhaled, running a hand through his hair. "You could say that."










Mia hesitated for a moment, then walked

 

closer.


 
Too close.

 

Standing behind him, resting her hands lightly on the back of the couch.











"You should let someone take care of you, Mr. Pierce," she murmured, her

 

fingers just barely grazing his shoulder.











Jason’s

 

entire body went rigid.











The touch was

 

featherlight


 
,

 

almost innocent


 
—but it wasn’t.










Not at all.










His grip tightened on his whiskey glass, his throat suddenly

 

too dry, his pulse suddenly too loud.











"Watch yourself, Mia," he muttered, his voice

 

low, dangerous.











But when he turned to glare at her, she was

 

smiling.











That

 

same knowing smirk.











"Or what?" she asked sweetly.










Jason

 

swallowed hard


 
, something cold curling in his stomach.










Mia tilted her head, her eyes

 

dark with amusement, with something sharper, something cruel.











"You act powerful," she murmured, stepping closer, until she was

 

leaning over him, her breath brushing against his ear.











"But I don’t think you are."










Jason’s

 

breath hitched.











"I think there’s something inside you," she whispered. "Something…

 

pathetic.


 
"










His

 

fingers clenched around his glass


 
, his jaw tightening, but before he could snap at her—










She

 

dropped something into his lap.











Jason

 

froze.











A

 

diaper.











A

 

thick, white, oversized diaper.











His

 

stomach dropped.











His

 

body betrayed him.











A rush of

 

humiliation and shame


 
crashed over him, his entire face

 

burning as he stared down at the infantile object sitting between his legs.











"You don’t have to pretend anymore, Jason," Mia murmured, reaching out to

 

stroke his cheek.











Jason

 

flinched


 
, but he didn’t move away.










Couldn’t move away.










She saw it.










The

 

fear.











The

 

shame.











The

 

pathetic, undeniable arousal.











Her smirk deepened, her fingers tracing down his

 

stiff, trembling body.











"You want this," she whispered.










Jason’s

 

breath shuddered


 
, his cock twitching in his slacks.










He wanted to deny it.










To fight it.










But he couldn’t.










Not anymore.










Mia grinned, standing up straight,

 

brushing her hands together as if sealing a deal.











"Go put it on," she said simply.










Jason

 

gasped softly, his thighs tensing, his shame deepening.











"I—I can’t—"










Mia raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms. "Oh?"










She pulled her

 

phone from her pocket, tapping the screen.











Jason’s

 

blood turned to ice.











"Want to know what I saw last week?" she murmured.










Jason’s

 

throat went dry.











His

 

laptop.











The video.










His secret.










Mia

 

leaned in one last time, pressing her lips to the shell of his ear.











"You’re going to put it on, baby," she whispered.










"Or I’ll tell your wife exactly what I caught you doing."










Jason

 

shook violently


 
, his entire world

 

tilting, collapsing, crumbling.











Mia smirked.










"Choose, baby."










And Jason knew.










He

 

wasn’t in control anymore.











Mia was.








Forever.







Chapter 2: The First Diapering










Jason sat

 

frozen on the couch


 
, his entire body

 

locked in humiliation and horror


 
. The

 

thick white diaper


 
lay across his lap like a

 

loaded weapon


 
, its presence

 

too obvious, too heavy, too damning


 
.










He could still

 

hear Mia’s voice in his head


 
, her whispered threat wrapping around his mind like a

 

vice.












"Go put it on, baby. Or I’ll tell your wife exactly what I caught you doing."











His pulse

 

pounded violently


 
, his breathing

 

shallow and erratic


 
. His first instinct was to

 

fight back


 
—to

 

call her bluff, to throw the diaper in her face, to remind her exactly who was in charge here.











But he didn’t.










Because he knew.










He knew

 

she had him.











She had

 

seen too much


 
, and if she told Rebecca—

 

if his wife found out what kind of sick little thoughts crawled through his head—his life would be over.











He gritted his teeth, his hands

 

clenching into fists


 
, but his cock twitched

 

humiliatingly hard


 
in his slacks.










Mia saw.










Of course she saw.










She

 

tilted her head


 
, her lips

 

curving into that soft, knowing smirk


 
, her arms

 

crossing over her chest as she watched him struggle.











Jason swallowed hard. "Mia—"










She lifted a

 

finger


 
, silencing him immediately.










"Shh, baby," she murmured. "I already gave you a choice." She stepped closer,

 

her knee brushing against his thigh


 
, her voice dropping to something

 

low, teasing, hypnotic


 
.










"And we both know you’re going to listen to me."










Jason’s

 

throat tightened


 
, his hands

 

trembling


 
as he slowly—

 

humiliatingly


 
—reached for the diaper. His

 

fingers brushed against the soft, thick plastic


 
, his stomach

 

twisting in knots, his entire body burning with shame.











Mia sighed in satisfaction. "Good boy."










He flinched.











Something about those words—those two humiliating, patronizing words—sent a violent shudder down his spine.











Mia saw that, too.










Her smirk widened, and before he could process what was happening, she

 

plucked the diaper from his lap, unfolding it with slow, deliberate ease.











Jason’s

 

stomach dropped.











"Stand up," she ordered.










Jason’s

 

throat went dry


 
.










"Now, baby."










His

 

face burned


 
, his entire body screaming at him to

 

stop, to resist, to fight back—











But he didn’t.










Because Mia’s

 

phone was still in her hand, still dangling at her side, still holding the power to ruin him.











Jason let out a

 

shaky, shallow breath


 
and stood.










Mia beamed.










"That’s my good boy," she murmured.










His cock twitched again.










He wanted to

 

die.











Mia hummed, tapping a

 

finger against her chin


 
, her brown eyes

 

raking over him with lazy amusement.











"Take off your pants," she instructed,

 

her voice gentle, patronizing, in complete control.











Jason let out a

 

humiliated whimper


 
, his fingers

 

clenching into fists


 
. "Mia—"










She arched a brow. "Do I need to help you, baby?"










Jason’s

 

chest heaved


 
, his

 

breath coming out in sharp, uneven bursts.











But he knew there was no escaping this.










With

 

shaking hands


 
, he reached for his

 

belt


 
, unfastening it

 

with painful slowness


 
, his entire body

 

locked in shame.











Mia

 

sighed in exaggerated impatience


 
, stepping forward and

 

grabbing his waistband herself.











Jason

 

gasped


 
, his hands

 

snapping to her wrists


 
, but she simply tilted her head, her smirk never fading.










"Are you going to fight me, baby?" she asked sweetly.










Jason

 

froze


 
, his grip

 

loosening.











And then, with one

 

sharp tug


 
, Mia yanked his pants down to his ankles.










Jason let out a

 

choked gasp


 
, his entire body

 

locking up in pure, unfiltered humiliation.











His boxers did

 

nothing


 
to hide his erection.










Mia’s eyes flickered downward, her smirk widening.










"Oh," she cooed. "That’s adorable."










Jason’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, his stomach

 

twisting in shame and unbearable arousal.











Mia’s fingers

 

hooked into his waistband


 
, her voice

 

low, teasing, cruel.











"Do you want Mommy to do it for you?" she whispered.










Jason let out

 

a pathetic, humiliated whimper


 
.










Mia giggled, then, with

 

one slow, deliberate motion, she pulled his boxers down.











Jason’s cock

 

sprang free, hard and leaking


 
, his

 

humiliation reaching unbearable heights.











Mia

 

sighed dramatically


 
, her gaze locked on his

 

twitching, pathetic arousal


 
.










"You are

 

so much worse than I thought.


 
"










Jason let out

 

a broken, desperate sound


 
, his

 

knees trembling


 
, his hands

 

gripping the hem of his shirt like a child.











Mia shook her head, unfolding the

 

thick, crinkling diaper


 
, her fingers

 

trailing along the soft padding.











"Lie down," she commanded.










Jason’s breath

 

shuddered


 
, his entire body

 

on the verge of collapsing in shame and unbearable anticipation.











Mia’s fingers

 

trailed up his thigh


 
, teasing, coaxing, controlling.










"Be a good boy," she whispered.










Jason’s legs buckled.










And

 

he obeyed.










Chapter 3: The First Punishment










Jason lay on the couch, his body stiff and trembling as Mia

 

crouched beside him, unfolding the thick diaper with slow, deliberate care


 
. His skin burned with shame, his cock still twitching humiliatingly hard despite the sheer humiliation of what was happening. He should have fought harder, should have stopped this before it began, but his body refused to move, and Mia knew it.










Her fingers grazed his thigh as she spread the diaper out beneath him, the cool plastic pressing against his bare skin. "Lift your hips, baby," she murmured, and Jason swallowed hard, his muscles locking in place. A part of him still wanted to resist, but Mia simply sighed, gripping his thighs firmly and pulling him up just enough to slide the diaper into place. "See? That wasn’t so hard," she teased, her smirk never fading.










Jason wanted to die. His legs trembled as Mia adjusted the diaper around him, her hands pressing against his waist, smoothing the soft padding over his most sensitive places. His cock twitched, and Mia’s smirk deepened as she trailed her fingers over the front, teasing him through the thick material. "Such a shame," she mused. "Big, powerful Mr. Pierce, reduced to this."










Jason’s breath hitched as she fastened the first tape, then the second, sealing him inside the humiliating garment. The snug fit made his stomach twist, the reality of his situation sinking deeper into his bones. Mia patted the front of the diaper firmly, making sure it was secure before running her nails lightly over the plastic. "So thick," she murmured. "You’re not getting out of this anytime soon."










Jason squeezed his eyes shut, his jaw clenched so tight it ached. He wanted to fight back, to rip the diaper off, to tell her to get the hell out of his house. But his cock betrayed him, pulsing against the padding, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. Mia saw everything.










She tapped his cheek gently, her voice soft but laced with amusement. "Look at you," she whispered. "Blushing, panting, so desperate to pretend you don’t want this." Her fingers trailed lower, pressing against the front of his diaper, applying just enough pressure to make him shudder. "I think you do want this, baby. I think you’ve wanted it for a long, long time."










Jason’s body tensed, his breath coming faster as Mia’s hand moved in slow, teasing circles over the thick padding. His hips twitched involuntarily, shame and arousal twisting into something unbearable. He let out a soft, helpless whimper before he could stop himself.










Mia chuckled, her lips curling into a slow, satisfied smile. "That’s what I thought," she murmured. "Good boys don’t lie to Mommy."










Jason flinched at the word, his entire body going rigid. "Don’t call me that," he snapped, but his voice lacked any real conviction.










Mia tilted her head, amusement flashing in her brown eyes. "Oh? You don’t like it?" she asked, her fingers still tracing slow, torturous patterns against his diaper. "Or does it make you feel exactly how you’re supposed to feel?"










Jason let out a shaky breath, trying to turn away, but Mia gripped his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. "Let’s get one thing straight," she said, her tone still teasing but laced with steel. "You don’t get to pretend anymore. You don’t get to act like you’re in charge. That part of your life is over."










He swallowed hard, his throat dry, his pulse pounding in his ears.










Mia leaned in closer, her breath warm against his skin. "And since you’re already dressed for it," she murmured, fingers pressing down harder, making him gasp, "I think it’s time for your first punishment."










Jason barely had time to process what she meant before she grabbed his wrist and pulled him upright, his diaper crinkling loudly as he stumbled forward. She sat on the edge of the couch and guided him over her lap, her grip firm and unyielding.










His breath caught as he realized what was about to happen. "Mia, wait—"










She didn’t wait.










The first

 

sharp slap landed hard against the back of his diaper


 
, the impact sending a jolt through his body. He gasped, his fingers gripping the cushions, his face burning hotter than ever. Mia hummed in approval, running her nails over the smooth plastic. "Mmm, such a nice sound," she mused, delivering another sharp swat. "So loud. So pathetic."










Jason gritted his teeth, his body

 

tense and helpless


 
as she continued, each smack sending

 

a fresh wave of shame through him.


 
The thick padding absorbed most of the impact, but the humiliation was unbearable. His cock twitched with every humiliating crinkle, and Mia

 

laughed softly, noticing.











"Oh, you poor thing," she murmured, dragging her fingers down the back of his diaper, pressing into the soft material. "This is turning you on, isn’t it?"










Jason

 

let out a muffled, broken sound


 
, shaking his head furiously, but Mia simply

 

delivered another firm swat, harder this time


 
, making him whimper.










"Such a naughty little baby," she cooed, gripping the waistband of his diaper and pulling him even closer. "I think we need to make sure you learn your place properly."










Jason squeezed his eyes shut,

 

his cock throbbing traitorously


 
inside the thick padding, his shame mounting with every teasing word, every firm slap, every humiliating reminder of what he had become.










And the worst part?










He

 

knew he wasn’t going to fight it anymore.










Chapter 4: The Breaking Point










Jason lay sprawled across Mia’s lap, his body

 

tense and burning with shame


 
, the thick diaper

 

crinkling loudly


 
with every slight movement. The air around him was

 

thick with humiliation


 
, his cock

 

throbbing traitorously


 
inside the padded prison she had forced onto him. Every sharp

 

slap against the back of his diaper sent a fresh wave of heat through him


 
, a mix of

 

pain, humiliation, and something even worse—arousal.











Mia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her fingers

 

trailing lightly along the waistband


 
, teasing him as she delivered another

 

firm smack


 
. "You thought you were so powerful," she murmured, her voice a cruel whisper. "Thought you could control everything around you. And yet, look at you now."










Jason let out a

 

shaky breath


 
, his fingers

 

gripping the cushions beneath him


 
, his face

 

flushed with humiliation


 
. He wanted to tell her to stop, to shove her away, to

 

run from whatever this was turning into.


 
But his body—

 

his pathetic, traitorous body—refused to fight back.











Mia chuckled as she pressed her

 

palm against the front of his diaper


 
, applying just enough pressure to make Jason

 

squirm.


 
"Oh, I can feel how hard you are, baby," she cooed. "All from a few little spankings? How cute."










Jason

 

groaned


 
, his teeth clenched, his pride

 

shattering into pieces


 
with every mocking word.










Mia

 

smirked


 
, her fingers now

 

stroking the thick padding, moving slow, deliberate, teasing.


 
"You’re pathetic," she whispered, leaning down so her breath was

 

hot against his ear


 
. "A weak little baby who wants to be controlled. Admit it."










Jason

 

shook his head violently


 
, but the

 

whimper that escaped his lips betrayed him.











Mia clicked her tongue,

 

her nails dragging lightly down the back of his diaper, sending another shiver through him.


 
"Still in denial, huh? I can fix that."










Before Jason could react, Mia

 

flipped him over onto his back


 
, pushing him down against the couch with effortless ease. His

 

diaper crinkled loudly


 
, the thickness

 

forcing his legs slightly apart


 
, leaving him

 

completely exposed beneath her.











Jason’s

 

chest rose and fell in uneven breaths


 
, his cock

 

straining against the padding


 
, every nerve in his body

 

on fire with mortification.











Mia sat beside him, tilting her head as she studied him like a

 

predator admiring her prey.


 
"You’re already so desperate," she murmured,

 

dragging a single finger over the front of his diaper, watching him twitch beneath her touch.


 
"But good babies don’t get to feel good until Mommy says so."










Jason

 

flinched at the word


 
, his entire body

 

going rigid


 
.










Mia

 

grinned.











"Oh," she breathed, running her fingers through his hair, her nails scratching lightly against his scalp. "I think you like that."










Jason’s face burned hotter than ever, his jaw

 

clenching, his breath coming in uneven pants.


 
"I don’t," he whispered, but it sounded weak, broken.










Mia only laughed, her voice

 

dripping with amusement.











"You do," she corrected, pressing down

 

firmly against the thick padding


 
, making Jason

 

writhe beneath her.


 
"You’re already falling, baby. And I’m going to make sure you never crawl your way back out."










Jason’s

 

throat tightened


 
, his heart

 

slamming against his ribs


 
.










Mia stood up and grabbed something from her bag—a

 

pink pacifier with a locking strap.


 
She held it up, smirking as she dangled it in front of him.










Jason’s

 

stomach twisted


 
violently.










"No—"










Mia pressed a

 

finger to his lips


 
, cutting him off instantly. "Shh, baby. This isn’t a negotiation." She climbed onto the couch, straddling him, pinning his

 

weakened, humiliated body beneath her as she slid the pacifier between his lips.











Jason

 

whimpered


 
, his body

 

locked in place, helpless beneath her.











Mia smirked, tightening the

 

locking strap behind his head, sealing his fate.











"There," she purred,

 

stroking his cheek.


 
"Now you really look the part."










Jason let out a

 

muffled, humiliated moan


 
, his cock

 

aching, pulsing, desperate for anything.











Mia leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice a

 

dark, possessive whisper.











"You belong to me now, baby."










And Jason knew,

 

deep in his bones, deep in the unbearable heat between his legs, deep in the shattered remains of his pride—











She was right.









Chapter 5: The First Night in Mommy’s Bed










Jason lay sprawled on the couch, his body

 

weak, trembling, and completely humiliated.


 
The

 

thick bulk of the diaper


 
encased him,

 

pressing snugly


 
against his most sensitive areas, reminding him with every shift that he was

 

trapped in this humiliating reality.


 
His lips were wrapped around the

 

soft rubber nipple of the pacifier


 
, the locking strap keeping it

 

firmly in place,


 
reducing his protests to nothing more than muffled whimpers.










Mia sat beside him, fingers

 

trailing lazily down his chest, over his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of his diaper.


 
Every touch sent a

 

fresh wave of shame and unbearable anticipation through him.











"Look at you," she murmured,

 

watching him squirm under her control.


 
"Sucking on your paci, lying here in your diaper like a good little boy. It’s almost like this was meant to happen."










Jason

 

tried to shake his head, tried to deny it


 
, but the words refused to form. His body was

 

too warm, too sensitive, too painfully aware of every humiliating detail.











Mia smirked, letting her nails

 

scrape lightly against the smooth plastic of his diaper.


 
"I can feel how hard you are," she whispered, pressing

 

just enough to make him gasp.


 
"So pathetic, getting turned on by this."










Jason let out a

 

shuddering breath, his fingers digging into the couch cushions, his body betraying him all over again.











Mia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, watching the

 

helpless way he twitched beneath her touch.


 
"But good babies don’t get to feel good until Mommy says so," she teased, giving the front of his diaper a

 

sharp pat


 
, making him

 

flinch with shame.











Jason felt

 

his stomach tighten at that word—Mommy.


 
The way she said it,

 

low and possessive


 
, made something

 

inside him break a little more.











Mia’s smirk widened as she

 

dragged a single finger down the front of his diaper


 
, her touch barely there, just enough to make him shudder. "I think it’s time for bed, baby," she said sweetly, standing up and holding out her hand.










Jason blinked up at her, his body

 

still dazed, still burning with shame.


 
He expected her to

 

send him to his room


 
, let him

 

crawl into his bed and process whatever the hell had just happened.











But Mia had

 

other plans.











She grabbed his wrist, pulling him up with ease, leading him

 

down the hallway—not to his bedroom, but to hers.











Jason’s

 

stomach dropped


 
as she pushed open the door, revealing a room that was

 

warm, inviting, and unmistakably feminine.


 
Soft

 

sheets lined the massive bed, the air scented with lavender and something even more intoxicating—her.











Jason’s

 

body tensed


 
, but Mia simply pulled him inside, shutting the door behind them.










"You belong here," she murmured, pulling him toward the bed.










Jason

 

shook his head, panic rising in his chest.











Mia sighed, her fingers drifting to the

 

waistband of his diaper, teasing, testing, claiming.


 
"Do I need to remind you who’s in charge?"










Jason’s

 

breath hitched


 
, his

 

cock twitching traitorously


 
against the thick padding.










Mia chuckled, pulling him onto the bed, wrapping herself around him, her arms

 

warm and unyielding as she held him against her chest.











Jason

 

stiffened, every nerve in his body screaming at him to fight back, to resist.











But when Mia’s fingers

 

slipped lower, teasing the front of his diaper, pressing just enough to make him squirm


 
, a

 

soft, broken whimper escaped his lips.











"That’s my good boy," she whispered,

 

kissing the side of his head, her breath hot against his skin.











Jason’s

 

eyes squeezed shut, his body trembling, his submission sinking deeper and deeper.











There was

 

no escaping this.











He was

 

Mommy’s baby now.










Chapter 6: The First Morning as Mommy’s Baby










Jason woke slowly, his mind thick with

 

confusion, warmth, and something undeniably wrong.


 
The sheets beneath him were

 

too soft, too unfamiliar


 
, the room smelled of

 

lavender and perfume


 
, and the weight against his body was

 

not his own.











Then it hit him.










Mia.










He wasn’t in his room.










He was in

 

hers


 
.










His

 

stomach twisted violently


 
as memories of the previous night came rushing back—

 

the spanking, the diaper, the pacifier strapped humiliatingly between his lips, the way she had touched him just enough to make him squirm.











His cheeks burned as he realized he was

 

still in the thick diaper


 
, the snug padding pressing against him, a

 

constant, humiliating reminder


 
of what he had let happen.










He shifted slightly, feeling

 

the soft warmth of Mia’s body wrapped around him


 
, her arm draped possessively over his chest, one leg

 

hooked over his own as if she had caged him in during the night.











Jason stiffened,

 

his breath hitching


 
, but Mia only let out a soft, sleepy sigh, her fingers twitching slightly against his skin.










For a moment, he considered

 

slipping out of bed, running to the bathroom, tearing off the diaper, and pretending none of this had ever happened.











But before he could move, Mia

 

tightened her grip


 
, pulling him flush against her, her nose brushing against the side of his neck as she murmured,

 

"Where do you think you’re going, baby?"











Jason’s

 

body locked up


 
, his pulse hammering, and before he could even think of an answer, Mia

 

slid her hand down his chest, past his stomach, pressing her palm against the thick bulk of his diaper.











Jason

 

sucked in a sharp breath, his hips twitching against her touch involuntarily.











Mia

 

smirked against his neck, her fingers kneading softly over the thick padding, testing, teasing.


 
"Still dry," she murmured,

 

her voice heavy with amusement.


 
"Good boy. But I think that’s going to change soon."










Jason’s

 

entire body went rigid.











"Mia—" he started, his voice rough with sleep and panic.










She

 

cut him off by slipping her fingers between his lips


 
, her thumb grazing his tongue. "Shhh, babies don’t worry about things like that," she cooed. "That’s Mommy’s job now."










Jason

 

whimpered


 
, the word sending another jolt of something

 

hot and humiliating straight through him.











Mia laughed softly, rolling him onto his back so she could

 

straddle his hips, pinning him down with ease.


 
"You’ve already given in," she murmured, running her fingers along his jaw, tilting his chin up. "I know it. You know it." She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered,

 

"So why not let go completely?"











Jason’s

 

breath shuddered


 
, his fists clenching at the sheets.










Mia kissed

 

along his throat, slow and indulgent


 
, her nails raking down his chest before her hand

 

pressed more firmly against the front of his diaper.











His

 

hips bucked involuntarily


 
, a muffled groan escaping his lips.










Mia grinned, biting down softly against his shoulder. "That’s it," she whispered. "Be a good baby for Mommy."










Jason let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
, his

 

body betraying him completely.











And just like that,

 

his last shred of resistance crumbled.











Because Mia was right.










He had

 

already lost.











And he was

 

never getting out.










Chapter 7: The First Accident










Jason lay beneath Mia, his body

 

helpless and trembling


 
, pinned under her warmth, the thick diaper

 

crinkling loudly


 
with every shift of his legs. The way she touched him—

 

slow, teasing, indulgent


 
—was designed to keep him

 

on edge


 
, his body

 

responding instinctively despite the shame curling deep inside him.











Her fingers stroked lazily along the

 

front of his diaper,


 
pressing down just enough to make his

 

breath hitch, his hips twitch.


 
The teasing was unbearable,

 

both humiliating and addicting,


 
and Jason

 

hated how much he craved it.











"You don’t even realize it yet, do you?" Mia murmured, her lips grazing along his

 

jawline, down his throat, making him shiver.


 
"You think this is still a game. That this is temporary."










Jason

 

swallowed hard


 
, his pulse hammering. He knew it

 

wasn’t


 
a game.










Not anymore.










Mia sighed,

 

pulling back slightly


 
, her fingers still kneading the thick padding between his legs,

 

taunting, testing, claiming.











"But you’ll understand soon," she whispered.










Jason

 

tried to shake his head,


 
to

 

deny the inevitable


 
, but before he could speak, Mia’s

 

nails raked down his chest, stopping just above his stomach.











His muscles

 

tensed


 
, anticipation crawling through him, but it wasn’t until she

 

pushed down firmly over his bladder


 
that true

 

panic


 
set in.










Jason

 

sucked in a sharp breath, his entire body going rigid.











Mia’s lips curled into a

 

slow, knowing smirk.











"There it is," she cooed,

 

pressing again, slightly harder this time.











Jason

 

whimpered


 
, his thighs

 

trembling


 
, his mind screaming at him to

 

hold on, to resist, to fight this humiliation.











But Mia was

 

relentless.











She dragged her nails in slow, deliberate strokes against the padding, pressing and rubbing in

 

exactly the right ways


 
to make his

 

body squirm.











"You’ve been holding it, haven’t you?" she murmured, her fingers pressing down once more. "Such a good boy, trying so hard to be strong."










Jason let out a

 

pathetic, muffled whimper


 
, his fists clenching at the sheets beneath him.










"But babies don’t get to be strong, do they?" Mia continued,

 

tilting her head, watching his face twist with shame and panic.











Jason

 

shook his head frantically, struggling to control himself, but Mia was patient, slow, cruel.











Her hands never

 

stopped moving


 
, massaging, coaxing, teasing his body into complete and total

 

submission.











"Just let go," she whispered,

 

nuzzling against his throat, her voice a soft, hypnotic purr.


 
"Let Mommy take care of everything."










Jason

 

bit down on his lip


 
, his entire body

 

shaking, burning, fighting.











And then—










It happened.










A soft,

 

humiliating warmth spread through the thick padding


 
, flooding into the diaper, soaking it with

 

shame and finality.











Jason’s breath

 

shattered


 
, his body

 

twitching violently


 
as he

 

lost all control,


 
his last shred of dignity

 

washing away with the unbearable heat.











Mia let out a soft, pleased sigh,

 

stroking his hair


 
,

 

soothing him like a real baby who had just had an accident.











"There you go," she cooed. "That’s my good boy."










Jason let out

 

a choked whimper, his face burning, his entire body shaking with the weight of what had just happened.











There was

 

no coming back from this.











No more pretending.










No more fighting.










Mia had won.










And Jason was

 

never going to be a man again.
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